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THE ALDINE. 



LITTLE JACK FROST. 
A RHYME FOR FLOSSIE. 

Little Jack Frost went up tlie hill. 
Watching the stars so cold and chill, 
Watching the stars and the moon so bright. 
And laughing aloud like a crazy wight. 

Little Jack Frost ran down the hill, 
Late in the night, when the winds were still, 
Late in the fall, when the leaves fell down, 
Red, and yellow, and faded brown. 

Little Jack Frost walked through the trees, 
" Ah," sighed the flowers, " we freeze, we freeze ! " 
" Ah," sighed the grasses, " we die, we die 1 " 
Said little Jack Frost, " Good-bye, good-bye ! " 

Little Jack Frost tripped round and round. 
Spreading white snow on the frozen ground ; 
Nipping the breezes, icing the streams, 
And chilling the warmth of the sun's bright beams. 

Nobody saw him, still he was there. 
Nose-biting, prank-playing, everywhere ; 
All through the houses, out in the street, 
Capering wildly through storm and sleet. 

But when Dame Nature brought back the spring, 
Brought back the birds to chirp and sing. 
Melted the snow and warmed the sky. 
Little Jack Frost went pouting by. 

The flowers opened their eyes of blue. 

Green buds peeped out and grasses grew. 

And it got so warm and scorched him so. 

Little Jack Frost was glad to go. — Charles Sangster. 



LOST LILLIAN BRACY; 

A TRADITION OF CHARLES IL'S TIME. 
CHAPTER XIII. 

SPURRING AWAY TO WHITEHALL. 

To the last submission and the closing demand of 
the knight, already of record, Letty Bryce, whatever 
the temptation to do otherwise, only answered : 

" Ees, measter, some other time, belike, 'ee may 
say what 'ee pleases, and poor Letty'il be main glad 
to listen to 'ee, maybe — ees!" Then she suddenly 
put hand to head, as if remembering. " La, measter, 
do 'ee but think ! I did be so feared, like, at un 
words, that I forgot summat as I had to tell 'ee when 
I coained — summat drea^some sudden, I do think." 

" Ah, I remember. What is it that you seek of me, 
Letty ? " 

"Ees, don't 'ee say, now, that poor Letty is main 
foolish, though belike she be." She took a slight 
packet of papers from the pocket of her gown, a'nd 
held up before him, with apparently all the idiocy of 
her first coming to the Hope on her face. "There 
be sad doings, ees, at the big house, since Mistress 
Maude be dead; and measter he be blacker than 
ever ; and rough men do meet wi' him p' nights ; and 
I do find these papers behind un when they go ; 
and — Would 'ee be so doleful good as to tell poor 
Letty what un says ? 'Ee can read the black marks, 
belike?" 

Sir Ralph Edgecumbe laughed as he took the 
packet, — as many another man has laughed over 
mine or sleeping volcano. " Read, Letty .'* — yes," he 
said. " But, my poor girl, what could have put it in 
your silly little head to take Walter Bracy's papers, 
or those of his guests ? Do you not know that such 
is wrong — dishonest, or at the best, meddling and 
making? I will but see what they may be, as no seal 
binds them ; and then they must go back at once." 
He opened as he spoke, glanced down the principal 
paper, and the manly face grew ashen white with 
horror blended with fear. 

" Great heaven, what is this ? " he muttered, though 
not in words intelligible to the bearer of the papers. 
" An agreement to murder the king and the duke, on 
their way by Watford, only two days hence, signed 
by Walter Bracy, and Whelpley, and half a score 
others of the malcontents ! Oh, deadly and most 
cursed treason ! O, most lucky chance ! Can this 
girl know of the truth ? No — it is but a providential 
venture ; but thank all the saints that it hath been 
made! I must away to Whitehall on the instant; 
and she must bide in ignorance of the affair, lest in 
her simplicity she mar all by an idle word. Yes, 
Letty," he addressed the apparently unconscious in- 
strument of this great discovery, " these papers are 
of import, and it is well that you brought them to 
me. Has no one set eye on them, but yourself? Be 
sure, now, lass ! " 



" Noa, measter — I do be main sure as no one has 
seen un since un dropped, save I ; and I do be woundy 
stupid." 

"That is well, Letty, very well," replied the knight, 
in the excitement of this revelation well nigh forget- 
ting that he was a lover. " Speak of them to no one 

— be sure ! May I keep them, for the one night only ? 
I will tell you what they mean, to-morrow." 

"'Ee may keep un. ees; but 'ee must be main sure 
to bring un back to-morrow, won't 'ee ! I must not 
keep un from measter, 'ee knows. That would be 
summat like stealing, belike, as they do call it ; and 
the man wi' black on his face, he hanged Tinker Tim, 
at Oldham, ees, for a-doin' o' that, I do mind." 

Hastily the young knight, now all alive with anx- 
iety for his king and the periled realm, reassured 
this natural anxiety of the young girl, and prepared 
to ride away. 

" I %vill bring back these papers to the Hope, to- 
morrow, my sweet Letty, be sure," he said, taking 
her hand again as he set foot in stirrup, and kissing 
it with the sarne respect as before. " Be a good lass, 
until then, as by this light you have always been; 
and to-morrow, by night if not earlier, be sure that 
you shall see me. Not a word till then, on your life ! 

— and that life is precious to me, now, as well as to 
yourself! Farewell ! " 

He was in the saddle, with the last word, and kiss- 
ing his hand set spurs to his good bay, forgetful that 
the noble beast had known any fatigue during the 
day, and only conscious, for the time, of the one im- 
pulse and the one duty to England. 

"To London, quick as time flies ! To Whitehall, fast 
as man may ride ! Ralph Edgecumbe shall not know 
sleep or eat food in quiet, until t'nis villainy be un- 
raveled ! " 

" He is away to London, I know it ! " exultantly 
mused Lett)' Bryce, as the rider vanished down the 
rise, with flying foot of steed and puff of risen dust 
behind him. "The king's life will be saved; and 
Walter Bracy — murderer of your wife, traitor to the 
honor of the poor and lowly — regicide in heart, and 
foe of this broken land ! — you have no angel to 
guard you since Maude Bracy lay in her blood ! The 
hour of doom is coming: will the hour of joy come 
with it? Oh, it must ! it must! Ralph Edgecumbe 
loves me, though he struggle with the passion that 
he deems so unfit — loves me as his soul; and I — I 
could give my life to be his ! Brave, loyal, generous, 
what will he say, what will he think ? Ha ! " and the 
young girl paused suddenly. " I have been watched, 
as I feared ! Pray heaven that this good fellow do 
not mar more than he can make ! " 

At that moment, as she had divined, Stephen Ches- 
ter stepped from the coppice crowning the hillock, 
and approached before she could move more than a 
few paces down the rise, toward the Hope. 

" Here thee is, Letty, as I did think ! " cried the 
forester, as he approached. " Thee was not alone, 
lass, a moment agone. Sir Ralph Edgecumbe did be 
here ; I saw his horse,- and know it woundy well. 
Dang it, wench, don't thee know that such great 
gallants be the ruin of poor silly girls? Where has 
thee hid him all o' a sudden ? " 

The same arsenal, the weapons from which had be- 
fore vanquished poor Stephen, was ready stocked on 
the instant. Letty Bryce was half-sobbing, with 
knuckles in her eyes ; and the words appropriate to 
that condition were at once forthcoming : 

" 'Ee be cruel, Stephen — ees ! 'Ee be jealous, I do 
be sure ! What would 'ee have a poor girl do ? 'Ee 
won't marry I — 'ee is to marry Nelly Biggin ; and I 

— I — I — can't have a chap after all, 'ee do think ! " 
" Chap ! chap, forsooth ! " echoed honest Stephen, 

in due indignation. "Sir Ralph Edgecumbe a chap 
for thee! I tell thee, wench, thee be a fool — a 
woundy fool ! He will be the ruination o' thee, for 
sure and all, if thee don't mind ! Dang it, afore I 
would let thee play the light-o'-love to the best of 
these gentles, I would take thee myself, and let 
Nelly Biggin marry Tom Scullion ! " 

" Noa, would 'ee, Stephen ? " replied the half-paci- 
fied girl, wiping- her eyes with great suddenness. 
" May I tell Nelly 'ee will have me — ees? 'Ee is not 
so fine dressed as other chap ; but 'ee '11 do, belike, 
if un can't do any better." 

Thus emboldened, the forester for the first time 
essayed to throw his arm about the waist of his alter- 
nate sweetheart ; and there might have been a cer- 
tain awkwardness supervening, under this attempt, 
and his fervid assurance that, if she would not tell 
Nelly until it was all-over, the house by Nick's Run. 
and all it contained, should certainly be hers, — had 



not the full voice of the despised Nelly at opportune 
moment sounded through the coppice from which 
Stephen had himself so late emerged : 

" Stephen ! Stephen, I say ! Where be 'ee ? " 

"Oh Lord, Letty, there be Nelly, a-comin' after 
us ! " cried the alarmed forester, brought to himself 
on the instant. " If she do see us together, we be 
ruinated, sure ! Come awa}' quick, lass ! — come 
away quick ! " 

Terribly must have been wrung the young heart 
thus made a mere convenience, in the knowledge 
of this old claim reasserted ; for Letty again com- 
menced to sob : 

"There! 'ee bean't m)' chap, after all — 'ee be 
Nelly's chap ! Don't 'ee ever speak to I ag^in, wi' 
un fine words, a-deceivin' of a poor girl ! " 

Suddenly appeared Nelly Biggin, her broad face 
reddened with the violence of her evident watch and 
pursuit of the recreant and unfaithful Stephen ; but 
rapidly as she came, Letty Bryce, fortunately for all, 
had disappeared from view and was making way 
back to the Hope by the path leading behind the 
coppice. 

" Oh, 'ee is here, is 'ee ? " exclaimed the irate serv- 
ing-woman, at last face to face with her affianced. 
"Where be that hussy, Letty? She did come this 
a-way, main long ago: I seed her wi' own eyes ; and 
'ee been a-talkin' sweet to her again — I know 'ee ! " 

"Woman," replied Stephen, with that impressive 
dignity of innocence more than once shown afore- 
time, "thee is mad — and thee doesn't know what 
may come of it!, belike, if thee goes on. A-talkin' 
sweet to her — that babby ! Whoy, Nelly, how can 
thee do thyself so much wrong? If she have been 
talkin' Sweet to me — -mindl don't say that she have, 
lass — whoy, don't thee misdoubt that I have sent 
her packing — a little baggage, main like a child ! " 

"If she do talk sweet to 'ee any more, mind if I 
doan't so scratch that baby face o' hern, that 'ee 
won't know her when 'ee sees her ! " grimly answered 
the buxom and jealous Nelly, again showing that 
confidence, once broken, is not over-easy to restore, 
even in the ranks of servitors, — and her conclusion 
giving threatening omen of the future possibly lying 
before the forester : 

"It bean't over long, come Michaelmas — that be 
one good thing ; and I doan't trust 'ee main far out 
o' my sight till priest have said the words — mind 'ee 
that, now ! After that" — the pregnant promise re- 
maining uncompleted, but possibly none the less 
forcible in the awful dimness of its uncertainty. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

THE LAST MEETING OF THE CONSPIRATORS. 

It was night, of the day following that on which 
Letty Bryce and Sir Ralph Edgecumbe had met and 
parted, so momentously, in both regards, for each. 
It was the night preceding that day on which the 
violent hands of the Fifth-Monarchy Men were to 
undo the work of Monk of Albemarle, and make 
nought the vaunted Restoration, by ending the Stu- 
art line in the blood of two royal brothers. In the 
old hall at Bracy's Hope, where they have before 
been seen under circumstances so similar, again sat 
the three adherents of the perished Protectorate — 
torches on table, and liquor shining redly in their 
glimmer, as if some mysterious connection might 
exist between it and its crimson congener, blood, 
so soon to be poured as freely. 

"The full arrangement is complete, at the last," 
Spoke Whelpley, his coarse face full of a malignant 
satisfaction, little according with his next words. 
"Thank the good Lord, for so much ! All our men 
have arms; and I have looked to the weaving ol 
more branches, with loopholes of due convenience, 
in the hedge by Watford Heath. The ribald king 
and his brother are intent to make a progress, with 
their Babylonish court : and the Babylonish court 
may e'en carry their dead corpses if they will." 

He paused, leaned across the table, and filled three 
of the goblets there standing, taking one and mo- 
tioning to the others to follow his example, as they 
did — John Carver with the alacrity of his nature, 
Joram Brintnall more slowl)', and with a sort of pro- 
test against undue indulgence implied in his momen- 
tary hesitation. 

" I drink," added Whelpley, " to the stout hand that 
shall send a bullet home to the bad heart of Charles 
Stuart ; to the bullet that shall have that brave ofiice 
— would I could have the fashioning of it, in more 
deadly form than the mere leaden pellet^ and to the 
lucky petronel that shall send that bullet home, and 



